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Chats With the Editor 


The Midnight Battle 
of the Ants 


Night comes suddenly in the 
tropics, and it caught Pedro unprepared. 
He was selling Adventist books along the 
Amazon River, traveling by canoe. Now 
he must find a place to tie up in the dark. 

Presently he found a tree that suited him 
and tied the canoe to a limb that hung 
over the water. He prayed God to keep 
him safe till morning, and lay down in the 
canoe to sleep. 

Pedro did not realize that the tree to 
which he had tied the canoe was swarming 
with thousands upon thousands of fire ants 
—large ants with stings so painful they 
seem to burn like fire. So many ants, find- 
ing a man asleep, could kill him before he 
woke up. 

Pedro was soon asleep, and the ants, for- 
ever searching, found the end of the rope 
and raced down it to the canoe and the 
sleeping colporteur. 

Pedro slept well. Had he not asked God 
to look after him? And had God ever let 
him down before? Never. 

About the time the fire ants found the 


rope, a gentle breeze blew against the canoe ° 


and swung it around so that the back 
nudged up against a limb of another tree, 
a tree that was swarming with hundreds of 
thousands of black ants. 

The black ants were larger than the fire 
ants and were their deadly enemies. Was 
it an angel that guided them? At all events, 
silently, in the dark of the night, the black 
ants boarded the canoe. 

They met the fire ants about a foot away 
from the colporteur’s head, and at once the 
battle started. All night long the two armies 
fought, while Pedro slept peacefully, com- 
pletely unaware of what was going on. 


The black ants soon overpowered the fire 
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ants. They stopped their advance; they 
forced them back, out of the canoe, up the 
rope, back into the tree. 

Only when Pedro wakened in the morn- 
ing and found the canoe strewn with the 
bodies of the fire ants and saw the black 
ants still pursuing the living, did he realize 
the danger he had been protected from. 

The story of Pedro Bernardo and the bat- 
tle of the ants is told in a new book called 
Light in the Jungle, which tells many of 
the interesting experiences Elder and Mrs. 
Leo B. Halliwell had on the Amazon Riv 
in their boat Luzeiro. * 

You really ought to get the book an 
read it. It tells about the man who kept 
boa constrictors in his attic to keep down 
the mice—and of the bushmaster snake that 
lived in the schoolteacher’s desk. It tells of 
the two canoemen who came on board one 
day and guided the Luzeiro around hidden 
rocks in the river—then disappeared; and 
of the time the boat turned around by itself 
in the middle of the river because a sick 
girl was praying for help. 

You can read in this book about the 
nine-year-old girl who was doomed to die 
at dawn, and how she tried to escape, 
chased by twenty angry warriors. There was 
the bandit who sat in the front of a canoe 
and threatened to kill Elder Halliwell, then 
jumped from the canoe onto the bank in 
the dark and No, don’t let me spoil the 
ending! But the bandit surely got what he 
had coming to him! You'll laugh when 
you read about the night the frogs invaded 
the meeting hall and chased all the women 
out! And don’t miss the one about the man 
who gave the medicine to the rooster in- 
stead of to his son. (The rooster died! ) 

Then there is the story of the girl in the 
pigpen, and the one about Andre, the col- 
porteur, who was condemned to be shot as 
a Communist. He came right up to the 
morning when he was to be executed when 
But I’ll leave the rest for you to read. 

As you read, you will see that there is 
still a great deal of work that needs to e 

i 








done by young people who are willing 
be missionaries. I hope many of you w 
devote your lives to this great work. 


Your friend, 


a ae Wari 
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Raymond tried to read what was on the board, but it didn’t look like what he had put there last night. 


God Remembers to Forget 


By ELVA B. GARDNER 


AYMOND had added one mistake to 

another and then multiplied a few, and 
his common sense told him that his teacher 
knew about most of those mistakes. 

He had started his mistakes by playing 

fair in games on the school grounds, un- 
il the boys didn’t like to have him play with 
them. They told the teacher, Miss Bowen, 
and Raymond expected to be punished, but 
a few days went by and she didn’t say a 
thing. He stopped playing unfair, not be- 
cause he was sorry but because he wanted 
to play. 

One morning he found he had left his 
pencil at home, and when Ralph wasn't 


looking he reached across the aisle and took 
his. When Ralph saw him using it he told 
him he had a pencil just like that and now 
it was gone, but Raymond pretended to 
know nothing about it. 

There were some other things that 
weren't right, like the time Raymond made 
Ethel drop her books and didn’t help her 
pick them up, and the time he came late to 
school in the morning and didn’t tell the 
truth about why he was late. 

One Tuesday Miss Bowen said to her his- 
tory class, “Tomorrow morning we will have 
a test over the section we have just finished. 

To page 16 
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The 





Boy 


Who Wouldn't Go 
to Church 


By ENID SPARKS 


wir do you boys go to the docks so 
often?” mother sighed. “You spend so 
much time there. I wish you wouldn't keep 
planning to become sailors. There are so 
many better things you could do with your 
lives.” 

“What do you want us to be? Preachers?” 
Eric sneered. He could hear the church bells 
ringing in the distance. Then, realizing how 
his mother felt, he looked at her with a re- 
signed air, and hurried on down to the 
docks. 

The boys, Eric and Arne, thought their 
father understood why they wanted to be 
sailors. All their friends were sons of seamen 
and could imitate perfectly the rolling walk 
of the sailors and mimic their shouts and 
commands. 

“Come over here, Arne,” Eric shouted one 
day above the clang of the boatbuilders. The 
little harbor in Finland where the boys lived 
was full of ships—neat motor-powered ves- 
sels, dirty little tramp freighters blackened 
with coal, busybody barges, brave little fish- 
ing boats, and best of all, sleek gliding 
ocean liners. Fever for the ships surged 
through the boys every time they saw the 
harbor, and the blood rose in their heads as 
the sea gulls screamed above. 

In a few years the lads, grown to young 


manhood, became seafarers. The salty air, 
the smell of the rigging, the pitch and toss 
of the deck as it rolled under their feet, 
never failed to thrill them. Far and wide 
they sailed the seven seas. 

There were many strange characters on 
board the ships. No one was ever certain 
what trouble the sailors might get them- 
selves into. Eric often struggled with the 
nagging voice of his conscience. Sometimes 
he shuddered at a filthy story, told by a mon- 
strous seaman in huge hip boots. Many 
times he thought of his mother as he gazed 
at some drunkard unconscious in a gutter. 
But in spite of these warnings, Eric soon 
picked up the sailors’ roughest ways. 

At nearly every port, he would receive a 
letter from his mother. She would tell him 
about her newly found religion. “Such a 
queer belief,’ Eric thought. “Saturday for 
Sabbath, and the second coming of Christ!” 
One letter really made him laugh. Mother 
said she had dreamed that she saw her two 
sons singing together in church. “Well, st 
had better keep praying if she ever expect 
sinners like us to sing in church,” he joked. 

One bitter cold day Eric’s weather-beaten 
ship pulled into Boston harbor for repairs. 
Eric found lodging with a pleasant old cou- 
ple who had a charming grandson, Paul. 
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More than once Eric held the grandson 
and his pals spellbound by the fascinating 
stories of strange peoples, lands, and seas. 
Often he made the remark, “A sailor will 
try anything once.” 

Down the street in a theater, an evange- 
list and his song leader were attracting 
throngs of interested people. 

“Do you know what I saw?” Paul shouted 
as he burst through the kitchen door one 
day. “The funniest pictures of the strangest 
@: down at the theater.” Turning to Eric, 

e said, “I know you never saw anything 
like them in all your traveling. Let’s go and 
see what they are all about.” 

“Not me.” Eric shook his head. “This 
wicked sinner’s not going to a religious 
meeting even in a show house.” 

“Oh, but,” objected Paul, “you said that a 
sailor would try anything once. This is 
something you have never tried.” 

So much to his own surprise, Eric went 
to the meeting. Paul listened closely as the 
speaker explained the strange beasts. Eric 
followed more attentively than he had 
planned. In fact, he attended the whole 
series of lectures and finally gave his heart 
to God. 

Now he wanted to use his life to bring 
others to Christ. Where would he begin? 


He thought of his long-lost brother. The 
ships on which they traveled had sailed in 
different directions, and the brothers had 
not seen or heard of each other for years. 

Aimlessly Eric drifted down a busy street 
in Boston, where he had never gone before. 
Not knowing exactly why, he sauntered into 
a corner drugstore and wandered over to the 
newspaper stand. He glanced at the papers 
and saw one in Finnish, his native language. 
Quickly he purchased it and leafed through 
its pages. In bold type on the third page was 
an advertisement in which his brother Arne 
was inquiring about Eric’s whereabouts. 

Eric hastened to the docks and made sure 
an answer was on its way by the next sailing 
boat. A letter came back, and the brothers 
wrote to each other often. Arne accepted 
Eric’s urgent plea to come to Boston, and 
before long Arne, too, was thrilled by the 
truths of the message that Eric now loved 
so dearly. 

One Sabbath the brothers were singing 
praises to God for the wonderful changes 
that He had wrought in their lives. Eric 
glanced down at the songbook that he and 
his brother were holding, and for the first 
time in months thought of his mother’s 
dream. Here he was, with his brother, sing- 

To page 16 


Eric and Arne loved to go to the docks and roam about among the ships. Even though they knew 
their mother wanted them to be preachers, they intended to become sailors as soon as they could. 
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CHAPTER SIX 





Ayesha, Beloved of God 


By NORMA R. YOUNGBERG 


asm sat still and said nothing as she 
drove with the merchant toward the 
teacher's village. The young rice showed 
green in the fields along the mountain road, 
and the narrow trail curved around the red 
hills above steep precipices. Down in the 
gulches streams gurgled full and swift. 

Here and there a tiny rice field lay at the 
very bottom of the canyon. It was a beauti- 
ful drive, but Ayesha didn’t feel comforta- 
ble. She was thinking of what her grand- 
father and her uncles might do when they 
missed her, and also she was wondering 
what sort of welcome she would get from 
the teacher's family. 

Late in the afternoon she reached the 
teacher’s village and the bendy drew up in 
front of the chief's door. 

“Who are you?” he asked Ayesha as she 
climbed down from the bendy. 

“I am Ayesha and I have come to visit the 
teacher’s family.” 

“The teacher’s house is half a mile over 
the hill.” The chief pointed the way. 

“T will walk,” she said. “It is still an hour 
till sunset.” 

Taking her bundle, she hurried down the 
road, over the little bridge, and up another 
hill until she could see the large white 
house where the teacher lived. 

At the foot of the drive that led up to the 
house she stopped, and all at once her feet 
lagged and her knees felt weak. 

Then the door to the front porch opened 
and a little girl came running down the 
grassy hill toward her. The child could not 
be more than six or seven years old. Her 
eyes were brown like Ayesha’s, and her 
dark hair was braided in two plaits. 

“Come,” the child said, taking Ayesha by 
the hand, “come into our house. My mother 
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is waiting for you. We are going to eat 
now.” 

Ayesha felt the coldness around her heart 
melt at the touch of the warm little hand. 

“Who are you?” she asked. 

“I am Ruth. The teacher is my daddy.” 
While she talked, the small girl led Ayesha 
into the big white house. 

Ayesha stood just inside the door holding 
tight to her bundle, and then the white 
woman came and drew her into her arms. 

“Oh, Ayesha, we didn’t know if you 
would have the courage to come. It is not a 
light thing to leave Islam. You know that.” 

“I know,” Ayesha said, and her grand- 
father’s face swam before her in a mist of 
tears. 

The family sat down to their evening 
meal, and Ayesha joined them. Their food 
was little different from what Ayesha ate 
every day in her own home—rice, curry, 
vegetables, eggs. Still she didn’t eat much 
and she saw the teacher watching her with 
kindness in his eyes. 

“Ayesha, you are a brave girl,” he said at 
last. “Of course, you know there will be 
trouble over this. As soon as your grand- 
father and your uncles find out that you are 
here there will be much‘trouble.” He sighed 
and seemed tired. “I want you to remember 
this; you are a guest in our house. You ar 
free to go back to your home at any time; 2 
if you choose to stay we will never send yo 
back.” 

After supper the whole family gathered 
in the front room, and then Ayesha heard 
the sound of a flute from below the hill. She 
looked out into the moonlit night. The path 
was full of boys marching, and as they 
marched they played on their bamboo flutes 
such soft sweet music that the night seemed 
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Ayesha’s heart leaped to her throat. There were angry voices outside and she knew them. Her uncles 
had come to get her! She dropped the dustcloth, ran into the bedroom, and crawled under the bed. 


alive with something good and gentle and 
full of peace. 

“It is our school boys,” the teacher's wife 
explained. “On moonlight nights they al- 
ways make the flute music. In a little while 


@: will come here to sing. There are more 






an a hundred boys in our school. The 
uildings are down below the hill.” 
“Will they see me?” Ayesha felt suddenly 
shy at the thought of a hundred boys. 

“No, not if you wish to stay in the bed- 
room with Ruth and Rhoda. You can look 
out the window and see them on the front 
porch, but they will not be able to see you 
unless you light a lamp.” 


Ayesha hurried into the bedroom and 
stood at the open window, watching and 
drinking in the distant melody. Then the 
sound came nearer as the boys climbed the 
hill to the house. Looking out, she watched 
the boys file in one by one. They were all 
dressed in plaid sarongs and white jackets, 
the common clothing of their tribe. Each one 
wore a colored velvet cap, which he removed 
at the door and held in his hand. One by one 
they sat down on the floor of the porch. It 
was a surprise to Ayesha to see how a hun- 
dred boys could sit there and not be crowded. 

Then they began to sing, softly at first. 
Then the song flowed and swelled. It di- 
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vided into many melodies, all interwoven 
and blended together in a way Ayesha had 
never dreamed could be done. All the voices 
were sweet, but some were stronger than the 
others and led the music. No one looked at 
any book. The songs seemed to rush from 
their throats as easily as water from a spring. 

At first Ayesha was so charmed by the 
melody and so bashful at the sight of so 
many boys, she gave no thought to the 
words the boys sang. Then with a start of 
remembrance she recognized the song. It 
was the one from her songbook, the one she 
had bought in the market place, the one 
Layna had tried to teach her. 


“Alas! and did my Saviour bleed? 
And did my Sovereign die? 
Would He devote that sacred head 
For such a worm as |?” 


The thrill that ran through her body was 
almost more than Ayesha could bear. These 
boys must all be worshipers of Tuhan Isa, 
who died on the cross of wood and lives 
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again. She knew now that the singing was 
part of their worship. 

When the boys had gone home to their 
dormitories and the house was quiet the 
teacher’s wife came in and found Ayesha 
still sitting at the window looking out into 
the dark. 

“Come, child, I am going to let you sleep 
here in this room with the little girls. Then 
you will not be afraid.” 

She showed Ayesha a comfortable cot 
with the mosquito curtain already tucked in 
around it. 

“Before you sleep we will pray,” the 
woman said. “In this house we always pray 
to God before we sleep.” 

Then the teacher’s wife showed Ayesh 
how to kneel beside the cot, and for the first 
time in her life, Ayesha went to bed with a 
prayer. 

As she lay on her pillow she listened to 
the little girls’ breathing, and the smell of 
geraniums came through the window. She 

To page 18 




















The Girl With the Lovely Voice 


By BERT RHOADS 


WISH the folks who make our radios 

could manufacture a machine that would 
reach back into the past and bring to our 
ears the voices of Washington and Lincoln 
and other great people of days gone by. One 
voice I would like to listen to is Jenny 
Lind’s. Perhaps you don’t know who Jenny 
Lind was. 

She was a very beautiful singer who was 
born in Sweden in 1820. She was singing at 
three years of age; she was giving public 



























































































programs at nine. She lost her voice at 
twelve, but got it back again at sixteen. 
Then she was called to sing an unimportant 
part in a very important concert. She did 
that unimportant part so well that she was 
soon singing in the great cities of Europe. 
Queen Victoria came to hear her when she 
sang in London. 

About 1850, P. T. Barnum, the great 
American showman, sent a special agent to 
see Jenny Lind. Barnum wanted her to come 
to America and give concerts in our big 
cities. Miss Lind accepted the invitation. 
Her first concert was in Castle Garden, New 
York City. The tickets were sold at auction, 
some going for as much as $600 each. All 
the money was given to the poor. 

At one of the first concerts Jenny Lind 
looked at the great crowd and was taken 
with stage fright. She ran back behind the 
curtain and people in the audience began to 
hiss. Mr. Barnum stepped out before them 
to say that Miss Lind could sing and would 
be singing a little later; but that if anyone 
wanted to leave Castle Garden his ticket 
money was waiting at the gate, and he 
could have it back. 

Soon Barnum saw that Miss Lind had got- 
ten over her fright, and he beckoned her to 
come back onto the stage. He stood beside 
her while she sang. By the time she had fin- 
ished that evening she had won her way 
into the hearts of the American people. 

In Washington, President Fillmore and all 
his cabinet attended two of Miss Lind’s con- 
certs. At one of them, the statesman Daniel 
Webster came in a little late. The great au- 
dience applauded him. When Miss Lind was 
told who was being applauded, she sang 
To page 16 


REVIEW PHOTO 
Jenny Lind stands ready to begin another concert. 
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Angels in Disguise 


By LUIS FLORES and BARBARA WESTPHAL 


HIDE quickly! A mob is coming to get 
ou!” 
José Sanchez took one look at the soldier 
who spoke to him, then ran to obey his ur- 
gent command. He knew that escape by the 
front door would be impossible, so he 
slipped out the back, jumped down a steep 
precipice, and hid quickly in the dense for- 
est below. 

Only that morning he had returned 
stealthily to his farm in the mountains. 
Now, before nightfall, his enemies were al- 
ready on his trail. 

Why had the Sanchez family found it 
necessary to run away from their home? It 
was because they were always telling their 
neighbors about Jesus and the Bible. Every 
Sabbath morning a large group gathered at 
the Sanchez home for Sabbath school and 
Bible study. But reading the Bible was con- 
sidered very bad by the people in that part 
of the country of Colombia. Indeed, not 
only the Sanchez family but many others 
had fled for their lives, leaving home and 
crops behind them, fleeing through the 
woods at night, not knowing where to find 
refuge. 

No sooner had José Sanchez dropped 
down out of sight than the enemies arrived 
at his house. A captain with a group of 
soldiers rushed through the gate, then or- 
dered the men to search the little shack and 
the stable for the man who had dared to 
come back. They had placed sentries in the 
road and on the paths where José might try 
to escape, so they were sure that this time 
they would not fail to catch him and put an 
end to his preaching. Some searched the 
stables, some the house. Under the beds, be- 
hind closets, inside closets, among the raft- 
ers, behind fruit trees, among the standing 
corn, up in the attic, down in the shack that 
served as a kitchen, deep into every dark 
corner they hunted. And as they searched 
they became more angry. Ever since José 
Sanchez left his home they had been watch- 
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ing for him to come back. In the morning 
two men had seen him on the road. > 
where was this leader of the Sabbath sch 

this man who taught people to obey God 
rather than men? 

Meanwhile José Sanchez was praying in 
his hiding place. And he was wondering 
about that armed soldier who had suddenly 
appeared to warn him. Strange that one sol- 
dier should come to help him when others 
came to kill! 

Months passed. The persecution grew 
less. José Sanchez and the families that had 
been forced to flee were able to return to 
their farms on the mountain. But José San- 
chez never saw that armed soldier in the vil- 
lage again. Could he have been an angel? 

If so, it was not the first time God sent a 
heavenly messenger to save the life of this 
brave man. 

Once José Sanchez said to his eight-year- 
old son, “Let us go to Girén tomorrow and 
give the people tracts and leaflets to read so 
they will learn that God hears their prayers.” 
The little boy was happy to go, but he knew 
it would be a dangerous trip. He had often 
gone on missionary trips with his father, 
and more than once he had seen his father 
beaten. His father had taught him to pick up 
the bag containing his Bible, hymn book, 
and tracts, and hurry home to tell what had 
happened. So while the mob was busy with 
the father the boy would run home and try 
to get help from the pastor or from some 
friends. 

“There will be lots of people in Girdén to- 
morrow,” José reminded his son, “becau 
tomorrow is the day when people col) 
from miles around to worship the image o 
‘The Lord of Miracles.’” 

“Yes, papito,” said the child, “I know, and 
I am not afraid, but let us pray first.” 

So father and son knelt together. They 
didn’t pray just for a safe trip, but that they 
would find people who wanted to learn 
more about the Bible and about a God who 

















answers prayers freely. Freely! Not like 
“The Lord of Miracles,” who required gifts 
from the people who asked him for things. 
The next day after traveling a half hour 
by bus over dusty roads, José and his son 
came to the valley of the River of Gold. The 
tall church tower rose high above the houses 
of the town. After crossing an old bridge 
the father and son got off the bus and went 
into a woodsy place to pray before enter- 
ing the town. 
José Sanchez showed his little son the 
ifts that the people were giving to “The 
td of Miracles.” Some had brought little 
silver legs or arms, because they wished to 
be healed of pains in their legs or arms. 
Others had brought medals of little chil- 
dren, because they were asking that a child 
be healed. There were images of bulls too, 
brought by people who had lost a bull and 
were praying to find it. And of course many 
dropped money or jewels into the box be- 
fore the image. Father and son were sad- 
dened to see such superstition and to see 
such poor people wasting their money on 
an image that could neither hear nor see nor 
help. 


Then they began to smile and talk to the 
people and give them the leaflets they had 
brought. They had worked only an hour 
when an angry crowd began to gather. Furi- 
ous men struck José Sanchez so hard that he 
was thrown to the ground. A man pulled a 
dagger from his belt and flourished it in the 
air. 

Suddenly a young man grabbed the arm 
with the dagger and in a voice of authority 
told the would-be murderer not to commit 
such a crime. Then this same young man 
helped José Sanchez to his feet and led him 
out of the city. Before disappearing he said 
earnestly, “The time is not yet, but the time 
will come.” José Sanchez understood the 
message to mean, “It is not time to preach 
the gospel yet in Girén, but the time will 
come.” He has not forgotten that someday 
he must return to that city. 

Near José Sanchez’ mountain farm there 
are now two fine Adventist churches. There 
are believers in the villages all over the 
hills. In fact, José Sanchez, with no pay at 
all, has brought the gospel to four hundred 
people who have been baptized because of 
his work. 
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As the man was about to stab Jose with the dagger, a soldier seized his arm—or was it a soldier? 
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How BUSTER 


Made Us 


Love Him 
* 


By W. E. BIRKENSTOCK, M.D. 


digg sat on the front porch and looked 
over the lawn, past the hospital and 
across to the hills on the far horizon. He was 
worried. Something was wrong, but he 
could not figure out what it was. 

All through the house there were boxes 
and crates in various stages of being packed 
or unpacked. Strange people were living in 
the rooms where his people used to live, 
strange carpets were on the floors where his 
carpets used to be. It was all very puzzling, 
and in his own way, Buster seemed to real- 
ize that his life was about to change. 

Sitting here in his favorite spot, he 
seemed to be thinking of the wonderful 
times he had had with Billy and Patsy, of all 
the games he used to play, of how he and 
Billy used to go for long walks across the 
hills or down the valley and by the river. 
Often they would come on the trail of a 
small wild animal, and Buster would race 
after the scent with his young master fol- 
lowing as fast as he could. Sometimes Bus- 
ter would be lucky—they would find the 
animal and there would be a grand fight. In 
these encounters, be it with civet cat, mon- 
goose, or jackal, Buster had always been the 
winner. 

Buster belonged to the folks at Heri 
Hospital in East Africa. But as far as Buster 
was concerned, Heri Hospital belonged to 
him. Sometimes he would go down to the 
wards, and when the doctor made his rounds 
Buster would go along, jumping from bed 
to bed, seeing that everything was done in a 
fit and proper way. It would cause a great 
commotion among the patients. Some 
pulled the blankets over their heads, some 
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just stared at him, but others laughed so 
heartily that they did not seem sick at all. At 
the end of a busy day, Buster would curl up 
on his sack under his master’s bed and 
dream about all the things that make a dog’s 
life happy. 

Now everything was changed. We at the 
hospital could see that Buster was not his 
happy self any more. Billy and Patsy had 
said Good-by. I had driven with their par- 
ents to the station on the beginning of a 
trip that would take them across the sea and 
far, far away from Buster. 

The only thing Buster now had to re- 
mind him of his happy days was an old sack, 
and as the days passed, he spent more and 
more time on it, often sleeping there most 
of the day and hardly going outside at all. 
His two new masters and his little mistress 
were still too young to take him on walks 
as Billy used to, and I was so busy that I 
never had time for the poor dog. To be sure, 
the house still belonged to Buster and we 
felt that we were there because he per- 
mitted us to be there, but now his tail was 
not as straight as it used to be when he 
went out to see who was coming or to sniff 
a new odor he smelled on the breeze. His 
walk was not as jaunty now, either. Alt 
gether, he had us worried. + 

I decided I must try to do something to 
make Buster happy. I started by making a 
point of speaking to him every time I 
walked past. I called him down to the hospi- 
tal with me, and even gave him a sack to 
lie on outside my office door. One day I put a 
stethoscope around his neck and took him 
through the wards with me. He followed in 











all seriousness, despite the horror, shock, 
and laughter of the patients. 

But in spite of all my efforts to win his 
heart, I began to feel that deep in his dog 
wisdom Buster knew the truth. I am not 
fond of bull terriers, and Buster was a bull 
terrier. Bull terriers have a stiff-legged walk, 
straight, stick-like tails, and small eyes. They 
reminded me of pigs, and I am sure Buster 
sensed that I wasn’t a very sincere friend. 

One night I awoke at two A.M. While 
still asleep I had heard the cackling of 
chickens, and as I sat upright in bed I lis- 
tened carefully, trying to decide if I had 
been dreaming or if I had really heard some- 
thing. All was quiet. The moon outside 
was trying to penetrate a thin layer of 
clouds. 

“Must have been a dream,” I thought and 
lay down to sleep again, but sleep would not 
come. That cackling had been too real. 

I got out of bed, put on sand shoes, and 
went to the cupboard to get my .22 rifle. I 
rarely used the gun any more, because I had 
come to the conclusion that the kind of love 
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we need if we are going to get to heaven, 
cannot abide in our hearts while we kill ani- 
mals just for the fun of it. 

I found a flashlight, opened the breech 
to check if there were bullets in the maga- 
zine, then walked quietly to the front door. 
Buster was asleep on his mat! 

“Surely I must have been dreaming,” I 
thought. “Buster would certainly be awake 
if there were any trouble.” 

Debating what to do, I decided to go on, 
as I was already out of bed. Buster just 
blinked an eye at me as I opened the door to 
go outside. The chicken run was only fifty 
yards from the house through the trees, and 
as I approached it I could see white feathers 
all over the ground. A closer view showed 
me that not a chicken had escaped! Some 
night prowler had been there and destroyed 
every one of them! I walked around looking 
here and there with the light, but could see 
no sign of the killer. Whatever it was, it had 
slipped away before I arrived. 

I walked back to the house slowly. Going 
in at the front door I looked at the sleeping 





Buster sits by his leopard looking as if trapping such a beast was nothing at all to be proud of. 
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Buster and thought, “What good are you, 
letting a civet cat come here and kill all the 
fowls right under your nose!” I reached the 
bedroom and was just getting into bed when 
I decided I would go back, taking Buster 
with me, and see if he could find the 
prowler. I was quite sure he couldn't. 
When we got into the chicken run, Bus- 
ter sniffed at some of the dead fowls and 
then walked back out of the gate as if to say, 
“Come on, let’s go back to bed.” Actually I’m 
sure he was just showing that he despised me, 


PLENTY BIG 


By MARION STEARNS CURRY 


Compared to what some people have, 
Our house is pretty small; 

But there are only four of us, 

So there is room for all. 


It's full of love and happy cheer, 

As much as we could need; 

Warm comfort, too, and friendliness— 
All one could want, indeed. 


Oh, there's plenty of room in our wee house, 

With its roses and goldenrod, 

For the four of us, daddy, and mother, and 
me—and God. 





for not trusting him. For once he was out of 
the gate he looked over his shoulder at me, 
took two long sniffs of the night air, put 
his nose to the ground and trotted off. I fol- 
lowed as best I could until I eventually 
caught up to him sniffing at another dead 
fowl some distance from the chicken run. 
Then he was off again with me panting 
along behind. 

His superiority was very soon obvious, and 
I found myself standing helpless in a patch 
of corn with no idea where hunter or hunted 
was. Soon, however, I heard Buster again, 
his thickset muscular body crashing through 
the bushes some distance away. 

I started after him as fast as I could in 
my awkward human way. His movements 
were now easily audible in the bushes, and 
I was soon running across the open lawn in 
front of the house toward the noise. Sud- 
denly, in the beam of the flashlight, I made 
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out an animal lying flat on the road leading 
from the house to the hospital. 

I stopped short, but just then Buster burst 
out of the bush and the animal disappeared 
into the thick cover before I could clearly 
see it. 

Now Buster was really excited. Short 
sharp barks showed that he was close on the 
trail of his quary, but again I found myself 
floundering. Where Buster had raced ahead 
I was slipping and crawling, and despite 
my best eflorts, I was being left far behind. 
Down into the ravine he raced and up the 
other side. How close he got I do not know, 
but his barks made me believe that he was 
very near his foe. 

At last I climbed out of the ravine and 
came to a panting stop among some ba- 
nana trees. Not a sound could I hear except 
my own labored breathing and pounding 
heart. 

“Buster, Buster,” I called softly, but there 
was no responding bark. I waited awhile 
and called again, and then I saw him, just 
for a moment at the edge of my light, as if 
he was saying, “What is the matter with your 
nose? Come over here!” Then he was gone. 

I followed in the general direction I had 
seen him go and soon heard him baying on 
the opposite side of the ravine. Down and 
up again I slipped, slithered, panted, while 
Buster’s calling became more and more 
urgent. 

Eventually I made out that he was in a 
small stand of eucalyptus trees about one 
hundred yards from the house, and soon my 
light picked out his stocky form sitting at 
the bottom of a tree with his eyes, ears, nose 
and all his senses pointing up at something 
above his head. 

Shining the light up, I was unable to see 
anything until I came right up to the tree 
where he was keeping watch, and then as I 
came out from under some branches I 
looked straight into the large eyes of a 
leopard. 

The fierce beast was sitting in a fork 
about thirty feet from the ground, looking 
down on Buster with all the hatred she 
could muster. I felt quite lame. I had not for 
a moment thought that this was what the 
plucky dog had been chasing all over the 
place, and I did not feel competent to try 
to shoot it with the small gun I had. That 
Buster would never leave the tree, I knew, 
and the moment I left, the leopard would 


To page 16 
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The BIRD in the BARREL 


By DUNBAR SMITH, M.D. 


T WAS so very hot the other afternoon! 

The thermometer said 117° in the shade. 
Mother and the boys were up in Mussoorie, 
at our school in the cool Himalayas, and I 
was alone in the big mission house. With 
the doors and windows closed I was trying 
to relax on a cot under the fan. 

Suddenly there was a tremendous noise 
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When | looked in the barrel | saw what it was that 
the birds had been making such a lot of fuss about. 


outside. Birds were raising an awful din. 
Crows, seven sisters, and mynas were filling 
the air with bedlam. 

As the noise kept increasing, I decided to 
investigate. Choosing a long stick—for I 
was sure the birds were scolding a viper or 
a deadly cobra—I cautiously opened the door 
and walked slowly over to the spreading 
wild fig tree under which stood the water 
barrel for the horses. 

When the birds saw me, they quieted 
down and retreated to the tamarind trees. 
But they didn’t take their eyes off me for a 
moment. They watched my every move. 

I looked carefully at the shrubs and around 
the flower pots and then into the barrel. And 
that’s where I found the cause of the com- 
motion. 

The barrel contained only six inches of 
water, but in that six inches with just his 
head sticking out, was a bird, feathers soaked 
and wings useless. 

I could tell at a glance that he was a 
myna, possibly one that the boys had kept 
in a cage for a time. 

I took him out of the water and turned 
him loose. He was too wet to fly and ran 
quickly to a huge bush beside the porch. 

At once the noisy cawing and chirping 
and the other bird sounds, which had 
stopped when I came into the garden, be- 
gan again. But they were different this time. 
They were glad and happy now and no 
longer sad and anxious. 

It was good to see how concerned the birds 
were when another bird was in trouble. And 
I knew that they appreciated the rescue, for 
some of the sounds they were uttering now 
surely said, “Thank you.” 
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The Boy Who Wouldn’t 
Go to Church 


From page 5 


ing in church! Mother’s dream had been ful- 
filled. 

That evening he wrote a long letter to 
his mother back in Finland, telling her of 
her answered prayers and the fulfillment 
of her dream. 

Not too many months ago, Eric, now a 
minister, visited Roseburg, Oregon, where I 
live. He told the juniors the thrilling story 
of his life. He urged them to live by the 
way of the Bible, following Jesus who said, 
“I am the way, the truth, and the life” (John 
14:6). “This is the only satisfactory way for 
people to live,” Eric said, “whether they are 
sailors or whatever they are.” 


How Buster Made Us Love Him 
From page 14 


realize that I was no longer pursuing her and 
would quickly attack and kill the dog. 

I prayed a very earnest prayer that the 
Lord would protect me and, taking aim, | 
fired. 

The leopard shook her head and glared 
down. Again I aimed, but there was no car- 
tridge in the breech. 

Buster sensed my anxiety, I know. His 
deep growls kept the wounded leopard at 
bay while I tried to free the jammed maga- 
zine with teeth and shaking fingers, all the 
while trying to keep the light on the leop- 
ard with the other hand. Praying again, I 
fired, and the leopard’s head jerked back. 

Buster would have loved nothing more at 
that moment than to be able to fly. Slowly 
the leopard slipped down. In my excitement 
I called, “He’s coming, Buster, he’s coming!” 

Buster stood with every muscle quiver- 
ing, and as the animal tumbled down, he 
leaped at it, grabbing its neck in a fury of 
growls. 

The leopard was dead, but I knew that 
even if it had still been alive, Buster would 
have done the same thing, and my heart 
went out to the wonderfully brave friend. 

I gazed at the now quiet form and offered 
a prayer of thanks to our heavenly Father 
for His wonderful love and watchcare over 
me. The leopard had been doing a great deal 
of damage in the neighborhood, and it was 
better that she was dead, but I thought 
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rather of that glad day when death and 
destruction would be no more. No longer 
then will there be any need to destroy God’s 
creatures which Satan has so changed. Then, 
“the wolf also shall dwell with the lamb, 
and the leopard shall lie down with the kid.” 

As I am sitting by the fire writing this, 
Buster is lying on his sack next to the 
hearth and dreaming in blissful ignorance 
of what I am doing. Things are different 
now. Buster is not sleeping on his sack so 
much during the day. His tail is as straight 
as it ever was. He still owns Heri Hospital, 
but now he also owns a great big niche in 
my heart, and he knows it. 


The Girl With the Lovely Voice 
From page 9 


“Hail Columbia.” Webster let the love of his 
country get the better of him and with his 
deep, rich voice sang with Miss Lind in the 
chorus. His wife felt that her husband was 
making a fool of himself and tried to pull 
him down by the coattails. It was of no use. 
Webster sang in every chorus of the song. 
The applause was deafening. 

For one of Miss Lind’s concerts, a young 
girl paid three dollars to buy a ticket, re- 
marking that it was half her wages for a 
month, but she must hear Jenny Lind sing. 
Miss Lind heard about it. She asked if the 
girl could be found. On being told where 
she lived, Jenny Lind then sent her a 
twenty-dollar gold piece. 

Much of Miss Lind’s earnings went to help 
the poor. Her simple kindly life caused her 
to be loved by the whole world. 


God Remembers to Forget 
From page 3 


Be sure you know the important dates and 
the causes of the war. This will be an im- 
portant test.” 

Wednesday morning Raymond’s seat was 
empty. At recess Miss Bowen called his 
home to see if he was ill. 

“He left home at the usual time this 
morning and took his lunch.” His mother 
sounded quite surprised. 

Miss Bowen told her that she would call 
at one o'clock if Raymond did not come in 
the afternoon, and then she went back to 
her classroom. 
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Campout at Mammoth Cave 


At two o'clock on a Friday afternoon, the 
Pathfinders of Madison College left for a 
weekend campout at Mammoth Cave Na- 
tional Park. 

There was campfire that night, and in 
the early Sabbath morning, practically all 
the Pathfinders went on a bird walk. They 
saw several deer and a red fox—and even 
saw a lake no one knew was there. (It 
turned out to be fog!) 

There was Sabbath school and church, 
and after a real dinner, there were JUNIOR 


GUIDES to read, of course. Then a ride in a 
truck, ferrying across a river, and stopping 
at times to look at small caves and painless 
deer traps. 

Apple pie topped off supper and was 
followed by stories around the campfire 
again. Sunday morning, even though it was 
too wet for an early walk, there was such a 
good breakfast that no one missed the hike. 

It was a great weekend, and the Madi- 
son College Pathfinders want to go again as 
soon as they can.—John E. Crowder. 


The members of the Madison College Pathfinder Club who went on the campout pose for their picture. 
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At one o'clock Raymond was in his seat 
with no explanation about his absence of 
where he had been. Miss Bowen went on 
with the afternoon classes, and when it was 
time for dismissal she said, “Raymond 
you will stay in your seat when the rest are 
dismissed.” 

He looked surprised, and the boys and 
girls smiled at one another, for they were 
sure that Raymond’s bad conduct was at 
last catching up with him. 

When they were alone Miss Bowen 
talked with Raymond about his recent 
wrongdoing. When she finished the lecture 
there were two things of which he was con- 
vinced; first, Miss Bowen knew about all 
the wrongs, and second, his classmates 
knew too and did not approve. 

“I'm really sorry, Miss Bowen, truly I am,” 
Raymond said. “Please forgive me, and I 
will do better.” 

“I hope you are sincerely sorry, Raymond. 
The boys and girls in this classroom know 


about the wrongs you have done, and we 
must do something about them.” For a mo- 
ment Miss Bowen thought, then she said, 
“You may write on the blackboard the 
things you have done and how you feel 
about them. When you are finished, sign 
your name and we will leave the list on the 
blackboard tonight.” 

Raymond went to the board and made a 
list of the wrong things he had done, and 
beneath the list he wrote, “I am very sorry I 
did these things; I won’t do them again. I 
want to be forgiven. Raymond.” 

When Raymond went to bed that night 
he dreamed about what he had done re- 
cently. In his dream he saw his classmates 
reading what he had written on the black- 
board. It made him so embarrassed that in 
the morning he didn’t go to school one 
minute early. He slipped into his seat just 
before the tardy bell. He looked down at his 
desk, ashamed, rather than dare to look at 
the blackboard. Miss Bowen took the at- 
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tendance record, then began morning wor- 
ship. 

“Last night,” she said, “Raymond wrote 
on the blackboard the wrong things he has 
done recently, and he wrote that he was 
sorry and wanted to be forgiven. Raymond, 
will you read what is on the board?” 

Raymond didn’t like the idea, but he was 
willing to do whatever Miss Bowen thought 
he should. He tried to read, but what he 
saw wasn't the list of wrongs he had written 
last night. Perhaps his eyes were full of 
tears. He brushed the back of his hand 
across them and tried to look at the board 
again. It didn’t look at all like what he had 
written last night. Then he read what he 
saw, “Isaiah 43:25.” 

“Will all of you take out your Bibles,” 
Miss Bowen said softly, “and we'll read that 
verse together.” As soon as the boys and 
girls had found the verse Raymond joined 
them in reading, “I, even I, am He that 
blotteth out thy transgressions for mine 
own sake, and will not remember thy sins.” 

When they finished reading, Raymond 
looked again at the blackboard. Yes, the 
list of wrongs he had written on the board 
last night had been blotted out, just as it 
said in Isaiah. Raymond looked back at the 
open Bible and read to himself again, “and 
will not remember thy sins.” 

Miss Bowen seemed to understand the 
thoughts going through his mind, for she 
waited quietly a moment. Then she said, 
“That is what God says to a boy who is sorry. 
God says He will not remember, and now 
let none of us mention these wrong things 
again.” 


Ayesha, Beloved of God 
From page 8 


tried to remember the things the teacher's 
wife had asked for in her prayer. She 
counted them off on her fingers. 

First—“Keep us safe this night.” 

Second—"“Bless Ayesha and give her 
strength.” 

Third—“Forgive us for anything we have 
done wrong today.” 

Fourth—"“Show us how to love You 
more.” 

Drowsiness crept over the tired girl, and 
when she stirred again it was morning and 
little Ruth stood by her cot. 
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“Come on, Ayesha, get up. It’s time for 
worship.” 

So these people ended the day with 
prayer and began it with worship. 

“Heathen dogs.” The words of Uncle Has- 
sim came into her mind with a slap like a 
swish of hot flame. Anger swelled in Aye- 
sha. She would defend these people with 
her life if necessary. They were good peo- 
ple and kind. 

Then the thought of her own mother 
came into her mind and she felt the heat of 
fury growing inside her—a miserable feel- 
ing she had come to dread. In spite of the 
many times Layna and Sutan Mas had ex- 
plained about forgiveness, in spite of their 
prayers and their encouraging words, she 
seemed powerless to hold back this tide of 
furious anger whenever she thought of her 
mother. 

In this frame of mind she went out to 
worship with the family, and when they 
sang she listened but she didn’t open her 
mouth. When the teacher read from the 
Bible in the Malay language she listened, 
but the words seemed to come from far 
away. When they prayed she knelt with 
them, and the prayers they prayed did not 
enter her mind; but she felt the anger melt- 
ing away now into heavy sadness. 

“Ayesha, what makes you so quiet this 
morning, and what makes your face so dark? 
Didn’t you sleep well last night?” the teach- 
er’s wife asked her. 

“I have no father and no mother. My 
mother has killed my father and I am left 
alone. Isn’t that enough to make me sad?” 

“Yes, I suppose it is.” The woman looked 
tenderly at her. “Do you think there are no 
other girls who have lost their parents?” 

“Of course, I know there are many, even 
in our village of Middle Gardens; but I am 
not only sad, I am eaten up with anger too. 
I hate my mother.” 

The teacher’s wife didn’t act surprised. “I 
would like to have you learn to sing, Ayesha. 
There is nothing so good for the heart as a 
song. People cannot be angry or sad if they 
sing enough songs.” 

She led Ayesha to the kitchen. Over the 
table where the teacher's wife prepared 
vegetables and worked over the cooking 
there was a piece of paper pinned. On it 
there were words. 

“Do you see that?” she asked Ayesha as 
she pointed to the paper. “That is my new 
song. As soon as I learn this one I will put 
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up another. I do this to keep my mind full of 
songs so worry and sadness cannot find any 
place there.” 

Ayesha shook her head. “I don’t like to 
sing,” she said. 

“Maybe we can help you learn to like 
singing,” the teacher's wife said, and they 
sat down to breakfast. 

That day the teacher and his wife took 
Ayesha over to the village to the chief's 
house to get acquainted with his daughter 
and some of the Christian village girls; but 
Ayesha felt shy, and when the girls re- 
marked about her heavy hair and her rosy 
cheeks she begged to go home to the big 
white house. 

A dark cloud hung over her. If she could 
talk to God as Sutan Mas did, or as this 
teacher and his wife, things would surely 
be better; but she couldn’t talk to God yet, 
and her heart was full of dark sad things, 
and she knew that trouble was coming. 

The quietness of the day, the peace of the 
big white house, the laughter of the teach- 
er’s little children, and the kindness that 
surrounded her only worried her. 

“Ayesha,” the teacher’s wife said as she 
prepared for bed that evening, “tomorrow 
we will make you a new dress. Would you 
like that?” 

“I have many beautiful clothes at home,” 
Ayesha told her. “I couldn’t bring them 
along in my bundle.” She thought of her 
little room at home and her sleeping mat 
and the chest and all the lovely things that 
were in it. 

“I know I will never see any of them 
again,” she said. “If I am going to school in 
Singapore I will need some dresses.” 

“Don’t set your heart on Singapore too 
much,” the woman said. “We are trying to 
arrange it, but there are many things to con- 
sider and many problems to solve. You 
know that. We must be very careful. Every- 
thing we do must be right, and we have to 
ask God to lead us.” 

That night Ayesha did not go to sleep at 
once. She heard voices in the other bedroom 
and she knew the teacher and his wife were 
talking over her problem. They talked in 
English, but she heard her name spoken 
several times. 

On the second day the dark cloud lifted 
a little, and Ayesha went out with Ruth and 
Rhoda to play with their pet monkey. She 
helped the teacher's wife gather red rasp- 
berries from the garden at the bottom of the 
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Abraham, the friend of God 
Choose friends wisely 

Bear one another’s burdens 

The upright shall dwell in the land 








hill behind the house. She wheeled the 
baby’s carriage about the garden, and before 
she realized that the morning was gone it 
was time for the noon meal. 

While the children took their afternoon 
naps the teacher’s wife brought out cloth 
and began to cut out some clothing for 
Ayesha. First she cut out underclothing. 

“You see,” she explained, “we must al- 
ways have good clean underthings. This is 
important. Even if we have a_ beautiful 
dress, it is not nice unless everything under 
the dress is clean and neat.” 

Ayesha thought about this. She had never 
paid much attention to what she wore under 
her dresses. If her slip was torn or soiled it 
really didn’t seem to matter much, because 
the dress covered it up. 

“You see,” the woman was saying, “it is 
like our lives. We need to be clean and pure 
from the inside. It is better to have the in- 
ner things clean even if the outer dress is 

ze 

Ayesha watched the woman cut the white 
cloth into patterns and then the teacher's 
wife opened a small table and pulled up a 
strange wheel. She sat down in front of it 
and began to sew. Ayesha had heard of 
these sewing wheels before, and she knew 
that the tailor in Middle Gardens had one, 
but she had never seen it. 

“How fast it sews!” She stood over the 
wheel in wonder. “Do you think I could 
learn to run it?” To page 22 
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Prepared by the Sabbath School Department of the General Conference 7 


Theme for second quarter: "Famous Victories in the Bible" 


XII|—Victory Assured to All 
of God's Children 


(JUNE 27) 


Memory Verse: “And they shall fight against 
thee, but they shall not prevail against thee for 
I am with thee, saith the Lord, to deliver thee” 
(Jeremiah 1:19). 


SABBATH AFTERNOON 


Read about the Christian fight and the Chris- 
tian’s armor in Ephesians 6:10-18. Learn the 
memory verse and review it every day during 


the week. 
SUNDAY 
The Battlefield of Life 


Open your Bible to James 4. 


For the past three months we have been stud- 
ying about great victories of the Bible. God’s 
people have had to face formidable enemies, 
but when God’s help was sought, remarkable 
victories were won—victories in which God’s 
name was honored and glorified. 

These victories were won hundreds and even 
thousands of years ago, but their records have 
been kept so that we, fighting battles in this 
twentieth century, might learn from them and 
take courage to fight the battles we need to 
fight and be certain of victory. 

Everywhere we look we can see evidences of 
the battle between good and evil. We see it in 
nature as one creature destroys another. We see 
it in strife between nations and rivalry be- 
tween people; we even see it in family life as 
family members quarrel with one another. Satan 
is at war with Christ. Through troubles and 
temptations he is continually attacking those 
who place themselves on the side of Christ. The 
Christian resists the evil that Satan brings. He 
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fights it, enlisting the help of heavenly agencies. 
Read what James says the Christian must con- 
tinually do, in verse 7. 

For further reading: Messages to Young Peo- 
ple, p. 55, pars. 1, 2. 

TuinkK! Are you aware that this world is a 
battlefield, and that we have a daily battle to 
fight against sin? 

Pray to enlist in the army of Christ and be 
on the victorious side. 


MONDAY 
Satan’s Methods of Attack 
Open your Bible to 2 Corinthians 11. 


Some people have made fun of Satan and 
pictured him as a beast with horns and hoofs 
and black wings. But Satan is not so easily 
recognized. We are told something very star- 
tling about him in the Bible. Look in verse 14 
and see what appearance Satan often has. 

In a war between two nations, spies will 
often obtain the uniform of the forces of the 
enemy country and mingle with the troops un- 
recognized, picking up vital information. Sa- 
tan disguises himself so that we will find it 
hard to recognize him. He is a wily foe. 

“He is too cunning to come openly, boldly, 
with his temptations, for then the drowsy 
energies of the Christian would arouse, and he 
would rely upon the strong and mighty Deliv- 
erer. But Satan comes in unperceived, and in 
disguise he works through the children of dis- 
obedience, who profess godliness. Satan will go 
to the extent of his power to harass, tempt, and 
mislead God’s people.”—Messages to Young 
People, pp. 51, 52. 

















No wonder Jesus told us to “watch and pray.” 
We have to be ever on guard. 

For further reading: Messages to Young Peo- 
ple, p. 50. 


THINK! Do you keep careful watch, daily 
asking God’s protection from our enemy Satan? 
Pray to place yourself continually under 
God's care. 
TUESDAY 


How We Resist Satan 


Open your Bible to Ephesians 6. 

Just as a soldier going to battle is equipped 
with armor for protection and weapons for at- 
tack, so the Christian soldier is equipped for the 
daily battle with Satan and sin that he must 

fight. 

Paul in one of his epistles tells us something 
about the battle equipment we need for the 
fight, and warns us not to leave anything out, 
but to put on the “whole armour of God.” He 
tells us what each part of the armor represents. 
Read the part of his epistle that tells about 
the armor and what each part stands for, in 
verses 13 to 17. 


Truth, righteousness, the gospel of peace, 


faith, are the things that protect us from Sa- 
tan. 

The sword that we use to attack the one who 
would overcome us with evil is the sword of the 
Spirit, the Word of God. 

When Satan attacked Jesus by tempting Him 
in the wilderness after His baptism, Jesus used 
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Christ was victorious over all of Satan’s tempta- 
tions, and with His help we may be victorious too. 


the sword of the Spirit, the Word of God, as a 
weapon against His enemy, for to every invita- 
tion from Satan, He quoted scriptures that He 
had learned in His childhood and youth, and 
they warded off the attacks of the evil one. So 
if we fill our minds with the words of the Bible, 
we shall be able to ward off Satan’s temptations 
when he tries to overcome us. 

For further reading: Messages to Young Peo- 
ple, p. 58, par. 3; p. 59, pars. 1, 2. 

TuHink! Are you absorbing all you can of the 
Word of God, to protect you in times of temp- 
tation? 

Pray to have every part of the armor of the 
Christian’s warfare. 


WEDNESDAY 
Jesus Leads Us to Victory 


Open your Bible to 1 John 5. 


A soldier has to be obedient. He has to learn 
first of all to take and carry out orders from 
those above him. Can you imagine a battle in 
which everyone did what he thought was best? 
There has to be organization. So we are not 
left to fight the battles against Satan on our 
own. God is our Captain, and as long as we carry 
out His orders we can depend on Him to lead 
us to victory, just as He led the children of 
Israel in their battles and brought them victory 
when they depended upon Him. 

Believing in Jesus, trusting Him to make 
things work out right, is faith. Read what this 
kind of faith does, in verse 4. 

“The work of conquering evil is to be done 
through faith. Those who go into the battlefield 
will find that they must put on the whole ar- 
mor of God. The shield of faith will be their 
defense, and will enable them to be more than 
conquerors. Nothing else will avail but this,— 
faith in the Lord of hosts, and obedience to His 
orders. Vast armies furnished with every other 
facility will avail nothing in the last great con- 
flict. Without faith, an angel host could not 
help. Living faith alone will make them invinci- 
ble, and enable them to stand in the evil day. 
steadfast, unmovable, holding the beginning of 
their confidence firm unto the end.”—Counsels 
to Parents and Teachers, pp. 182, 183. 

For further reading: Messages to Young Peo- 
ple, p. 53, par. 2. 

THINK! Have you placed yourself on the 
winning side? 

Pray to cultivate a faith that will bring you 
victory in your battles. 


THURSDAY 
The Last Victory 


Open your Bible to Revelation 20. 


As we draw closer and closer to the end of 
time, the enemy of God’s children will fight 
more aggressively for their destruction. He will 
try to make it appear that those who are keep- 
ing the commandments of God are the real 
troublemakers, and he will turn the wrath of 
the majority on them. It will be a time of great 
test, but faith in God and obedience to His 
Word will uphold them. When it looks as 
though Satan is going to have his way com- 
pletely, Jesus will appear, and those who have 
disobeyed Him will be stricken with fear. Those 
who have fought on the side of right will wel- 
come Him with songs of praise. 

Those who have in the past fought a success- 
ful fight against wrong will be resurrected and 
taken with the living righteous to heaven for a 
thousand years. Satan will be left on the earth, 
with no one to tempt, no one to hurt, until the 
end of the thousand years. Then the wicked 
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dead will be resurrected and will rally to Satan’s 
last battle. As the New Jerusalem descends to its 
resting place on the earth, he will attack it. 
Read about this attempt in verses 7, 8, and 9, 
first part. 

Satan has won many battles on this earth, 
but this final battle will be lost to him. It will 
be a triumphant and final victory for Jesus and 
the children for whom He laid down His life. 
Read about the outcome of the battle and the 
end of Satan, in verse 9, last part, and in verse 
10. 

Wonderful has been the rejoicing and heart- 
felt the thanks when victories have been won in 
earthly battles, but that will be a day without 
equal when the final round is won and Satan is 
destroyed, never again to molest those who love 
and worship God. 

For further reading: The Great Controversy, 
p. 673. 

THINK how wonderful that day will be when 
battling against evil will be no more. 

Pray to be among the victors in that last 
triumphant battle. 


FRIDAY 


1. Name some of the ways in which we can 
see that all the world is at war. (Sunday’s as- 
signment.) 

2. How does Satan often disguise himself? 
(2 Cor. 11:14.) 

3. Name the parts of the Christian armor. 
(Ephesians 6:13-17.) 

4. What must we have in order to be as- 
sured of victory in our battles against sin? (1 
John 5:4.) 

5. Describe the last battle on earth. 
lation 20:7-10.) 

Review the memory verse. 

Friday night reading: A. S. Maxwell, 
Bible Story, vol. 10, pp. 201-204. 


(Reve- 


The 





Ayesha, Beloved of God 
From page 19 


“I don’t see any reason why you couldn’t. 
Do you want to try?” 

Ayesha felt happier than she had for a 
long time. They worked with the sewing all 
the rest of the afternoon, and after the sup- 
per things were cleared away they both sat 
by the lamp and finished the garments one 
by one. Ayesha could sew well by hand, and 
now she was learning to sew with the wheel. 

“Well, no trouble yet,” the teacher said as 
he came to sit beside them. “I’m surprised 
no one came today. I expected it, but tomor- 
row they will come. Is your heart strong, 
Ayesha?” 


Ayesha felt a cold hand laid on her heart. 
“I am strong,” she answered. “I will never 
go back to Islam. I will stay with you al- 
ways. Even if I go to Singapore I will still 
belong to you. You are my father and 
mother.” 

“God willing, we will try to be father and 
mother to you,” the white man said. 

The next morning the teacher went down 
to the school right after breakfast, and the 
teacher's wife busied herself with the morn- 
ing cleaning and caring for the children. It 
was the third day since Ayesha had left her 
home in Middle Gardens. 

“Today is Friday,” the teacher’s wife said. 
“This is a special day. It is the preparation 
day. Tomorrow is God’s holy Sabbath, and 
on this day we make everything ready.” 

“Oh, yes, I heard about this Sabbath from 
Layna,” Ayesha said. “What do we do on 
God's holy Sabbath?” 


“We will go to the chief's house over in 
the village. He has a big front room and we 
will worship there. You see we do not have 
liberty to build churches or to publicly 
teach about God. You will see how it is.” 

On this day the two houseboys scrubbed 
the place from porch to kitchen, and the 
teacher’s wife was in the midst of preparing 
some sweet cakes as a special treat for the 
children, when Ayesha heard angry voices 
in front of the house. 

Her heart leaped into her throat. It was 
her uncles. She knew their voices. She 
dropped the dustcloth she was using to wipe 
the furniture in the front room and darted 
into the bedroom. No one was there. 


She lay down on the floor and rolled back 
as far as she could under the double bed 
where the two little girls slept. She pressed 
herself against the wall and waited. 

(To be continued) 
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PRICE $2.50 


For mailing add 15¢ for first book 
and 5¢ for each additional one. 
Add sales tax where necessary. 


ORDER FROM YOUR CHURCH MISSIONARY SECRETARY 
OR YOUR LOCAL BOOK AND BIBLE HOUSE 





SOUTHERN PUBLISHING ASSOCIATION © NASHVILLE, TENNESSEE 


JUNE 17, 1959 / 23 














EUTYCHUS 
12 SPIES 


JABIN 


WOMAN OF SAMARIA 


ABRAHAM 
PAUL 
PETER 





Draw a Line 
By MARGARET D. CLARKE 


Draw a line from the name to the picture it is associated with. 








Places Spelled With an “O” 
By GRACE V. WATKINS 


. Land where Cain found his wife (Genesis 4:16). 

. Native country of Ruth (Ruth 2:2). 

. City to which Jonah fled, contrary to the will 
of God (Jonah 1:3). 

. Mountain where Abraham prepared to sacrifice 
Isaac (Genesis 22:2). 

. Greek city where there was a strong Christian 
church. (Chapter 13 of the first epistle to the 
people of this city is all about love.) 
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Bible Women 
By MARIE KNOTT 


Te wun traveled to a strange country to marry 
a man she had never seen. Genesis 24. 

5 SEI saved her husband’s life when her father 
tried to kill him. 1 Sam. 18:27 and 19:13-15. 
3. To get food for herself and her mother-in-law, 

picked up grain after the reapers. Ruth 2. 
ME casts hid two spies. (Joshua 2:1.) 
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